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Unfortunately, however, he thought of all
houses as being what they are in the country or the
fables of La Fontaine, standing betwixt courtyard
and garden, of which a dog could make the circuit,
sniffing a soil redolent of the odours of cattle and
manure. He had formed no idea of the plan of the
flat occupied by his master on the fifth story of a
great block of buildings. So, unacquainted with the
limits of his domain, he was not quite clear as to
what he had to guard* And he was a ferocious
guardian* Supposing that the appearance of this
stranger dad in patched blue trousers, smelling of
perspiration and carrying his load of planks, was
imperilling the house, he leaped from his chair and
proceeded to bark at the man, retreating before him
with heroic deliberation. Monsieur Bergeret bade
him be silent, and he regretfully obeyed, sad and
surprised to see his devotion useless and his signals
disregarded. His earnest gaze, turned upon his
master, seemed to say:

" So you allow this anarchist to enter, dragging
his infernal machine behind him. Well, come what
may, I've done my duty.1'

Then he went back to his chair and slept again*
Monsieur Bergeret, abandoning the scholiasts of
Virgil, entered into conversation with the carpenter*
First he questioned him as to the purchasing, cutting
and polishing of different woods and the joining of